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dreams, till at about 3 a.m. the sound of wheels and
trampling of hoofs brought us back to reality.
Looking out into the yard, I descried a confused
mass of telegas and tarantasses. By-and-by a torch
flashed on the gold-laced cap of a courier standing
up in a tarantass and superintending the proceed-
ings. It was the mail! "No horses 'till five to-
morrow afternoon, monsieur," said the old post-
master, as he and the courier, a smart stalwart
ypung fellow, armed with a long cavalry sabre and
brace of revolvers, sat down to a glass of tea.and
cigarette while the relays were put in. A quarter
of an hour more, and they were away again, leaving
us to grumble aud curse our ill-luck, as the sound
of their collar-bells died away on the clear, frosty
air.

We did not get away from Haidieva till past
.5 p.m. the following day. The clear- amber light of
the setting sun was flooding the dark green forest
of fir-trees when we reached Semilonjnaya, the last
station Uefore Tomsk. The journey from Haldieva
had been a hard one, for the country was flooded,
and the water in parts well ov'er the axles. The
last stage was a long one, twenty-nine versts, but
we refused to accede to the post-master's pressing
invitation to stay the night, and proceed next mora-
ing. We had good cause to regret our obstinacy
ere morning. By six o'clock the relay was in, and
a few minutes after we rattled out of the village 3$
with a loud clashing of bells the wiry littla
tore away on our last stage in Siberia, ftiri
mud and stones high in air tebiiid them, as if in
derision at the desolate and clepsessiojsf cou&tr# yjs